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TO LORD BYRON. 

My «Lord, 

Having, as a Parent, watched with 
trembling anxiety, the obstinate and increasing 
violation of your most sacred duties to God 
and the land of your nativity, by the continued 
literary productions we are receiving from you, 
such as your Juan, your Cain, your Heaven 
and Earth, &c. &c. ; I have ventured to appeal 
to the honourable feelings which, I trust, stHl 
lay, though dormant, in your bosom: I am 
not willing to believe they are extinct, and I 
call upon you, as a creature accountable to 
your Maker; a subject, who ought to be in 



VI ADVERTISEMENT. 

allegiance to your King: a Husband and a 
Father, to forbear! 

Of the many, who follow in the same path, 
their puerilities present the antidote with the 
poison. One only, over whose head Time 
must be now weaving his silver threads, has, 
within the sphere of my observation, so prosti- 
tituted real talent : but even he, in mixing his 
portion of the venom of unholy sentiment, in 
the perpetually circulating medium of iiuman 
morals, has never, to my knowledge, dared to 
rush on the thick bosses of the Almighty 
buckler, (Job xv. 26.) To " look him" as you 
daringly express yourself, in your Cain, " in 
his everlasting face" 

It is a common observation, that you are 
identified with the scenes you describe. If it 
be so, having drank of the poisoned chalice, 
how can you present it thus, ad libitum, to 
the young and the inexperienced? Can you 
continue to do this, and sit at ease, and laugh 
at the mischief you commit? 
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• It is true, that some of your sketches con- 
tinue to present touches of exquisite beauty; 
but the health of the body poetical, is evidently 
on the decline. When these flashes occur, 
they are as the mere hectic flush accompanying 
consumptive decay; rendered more beautiful 
from the gloom, the doubt and the terror atten- 
dant on an expectation of approaching dissolu- 
tion. We catch, with avidity, at these flitting 
sparklings of Lord Byron's excellence, which, 
we feel, we .are about to lose for ever. 

Can you, my Lord, think, that the God 
who created, equally, your bodily frame and 
your mental superiority, organized them to 
minister to his own dishonour? Oh, no, no! 
your perception is far too keen to admit such 
blundering reasoning: nor are you privileged 
to hope that He, in whom you live and move 
and have your being, will continue the towering 
effiilgency of your mind to operate as a de- 
stroyer of your fellow-men ! Dispassionately, 
you could not desire to possess such satanic 
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pre-eminence. Do retire to your closet, di- 
vested of all prejudice (I think you have nobi- 
lity of soul, even yet, so to rise above yourself), 
shake off the egotism which clings, more or 
less, to all of us ; take your Juan in your hand, 
read it soberly through, and then ask yourself, 
before God and your own conscience, if it be 
not literally a " whited sepulchre, which is 
inwardly full of corruption?" 

Will these things ennoble you, when the 
books are opened ? (Rev. xx. 12.) Will the 
balance of the sanctuary preponderate when 
so filled? " When judgment is laid to the line, 
and righteousness to the plummet," " will you 
not call on the hills to fall on you, and the 
rocks to hide you?" (Hos. x. 8.) But will this 
call of annihilation have its answer of peace? 
Weigh the future with the past, and consider 
how awful must be the termination of your 
career, if Divine Sovereignty, in the illimita- 
bUity of its mercy, does not give you " a new 
heart, and renew a right spirit within you:" 
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thereby plucking you as a brand from the 
burning. 

It was said of Pharaoh, " even for this 
same purpose have I raised thee up, that I 
might show my power in thee, and that my 
name might be declared throughout all the 
earth." (Rom. ix. 17, and Exod. he. 16.) But 
this purpose to Pharaoh was one of vengeance. 
May the eternal decision, in your behalf, have 
been a purpose of love; and, in passing by you, 
and beholding you in your pollutions and your 
defilements, may it have said to you, live. 
(Ezek. xvi.) I would add, may the knowledge 
of the fact be brought home to your mind! 

The tuneful Psalmist of Israel once ex- 
claimed, " No man cared for my soul!" This 
cannot be your lamentation. I prefer persua- 
sion to satire; the latter cuts deeper, but con- 
ciliates less; and I cannot divest myself of the 
idea, that you show us more of the creature 
of combining circumstances, than of your 
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natural character: besides, my Lord, he who 
wioneth a soul is wise. (Prov. xi. 30.) 

One, who styles himself Cato, has written 
you a nervous and temperate letter; but he 
confines himself to a desire to shame you back 
to morality; but I " cast my bread on the 
waters" (Eccles. xi. 1.) for a higher and a 
nobler prize: God grant you " may find it 
after many days!" I would have you really 
a Christian, knowing that if the tree be good, 
the fruit will announce the fact. Should you 
be tempted to call this Cant*, I should reply, 
may you be preserved from adding the per- 
petual O of everlasting torture! and thereby 
forming, unless so preserved, a new species 
of Canto, far more fatal to you, than those of 
your Juan, immoral as they are, can possibly 
be to us and to our children. 

* English Bards and Scotch Reviewers, line 320. 
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I grays the patience of the Reader, and 
the exercise of the amiabilities of his nature, 
in perusing the following pages. He must 
not expect, with me for his guide, to tread 
the towering heights of Parnassus, or fly, with 
winged haste, through hare-brained visions; if 
I can pluck a few salubrious herbs from the 
banks of the Pierian stream, 'tis the extent of 
my ability: but, leaving Parnassian heights 
behind, with all that Pindus yields, or Pegasus 
pursues, we will peep at mysteries of delightful 
import, and ponder over the high and fixed 
decrees of Universal Sovereignty. 
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The embellishments of high-wrought poeti- 
cal fiction are delightful; so is a well-catered 
desert after a substantial dinner. But the 
hungry soul, which lacketh nutriment, could 
never be satisfied with a frothy temple or a 
gilded pyramid; with the many-coloured ice, 
or less substantial trifle; nor, indeed, with any 
of the glittering childish show. For myself, 
I first desire the strong meats of gospel lore, 
and then these sugared follies might suffice 
for pastime. 
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INTRODUCTION. 



-Beneath a willow's wither'd bough, 

A stringless Harp forgotten lay ; 
The hand, that once had wak'd a flow 
Of " thoughts that breathe," had shrunk away, 
And, in the grave's retired cell, 
Forgot the strains it lov'd so well. 



Upon the bough, the Harp had hung ; 

The Master's hand had plac'd it there ; 
And oft, when ruder breezes flung 
Its strange notes on the ruffled air, 
The Genius, of an earlier time, 
Appear'd to wake its fitful chime. 
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While ev'ry cadence, loud and long, 

By holy energy inspir'd, 
Had burst, in tides of sacred song, 
To mourn the heart they once had fiYd : 
Yet still the blast's returning force, 
But swept the Harper's clay-cold corse. 



And oft, when gentle zephyrs blew, 
Its wild, uncertain numbers fell ; 
As if the Harp, to science true, 
Were warbling forth her Master's knell: 
But mournful airs symphonious rung, 
And still the Harp neglected hung. ' 



* * 



The circling seasons, day and night ; 

The western star, the orient sun, . 
Still set and rose, with rays as bright 
As when their earliest course begun; 

But morning's beam or ev'ning's gloom; 

But light or shade the minstrel's tomb. 
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The sacred fire, that touch'd his tongue, 
And sparkled from his dazzling eye, 
That lighted up the blaze of song 
To sweep, as light'ning thro' the sky, 
Is hid beneath the moss-clad stone ; 
All, but the Poet's Harp, is gone ! 



The circling seasons roll'd along, 

And carried many a string away ; 
But still the Harp, devote to song, 
Woo'd, sweetly woo'd, the breeze to play : 
Or cast, upon its passing gale, 
A wild, and sadly mournful tale. 



At last one string, and only one, 

Remain'd to meet the storm that fell, 
It burst, and, with its dying groan, 
Rung out a deep, discordant yell : 
The willow branch, by light'ning riv'n, 
And stringless Harp to earth were driv'n. 

b2 
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And now, no more high sounding notes 

Are heard along the mellow air ; 
The widow'd breeze, in silence floats, 
Or howls the requiem of despair : 
And still, thro* ev'ry changing sky, 
The weeping willow adds her sigh. 



Oh ! farewell, Harp ! forgotten long, 
And cankerM by the rust of years ; 
My tuneless thoughts, though Verse to song, 
Thy Master's haflow'd name reveres : 
And I could wish, his Harp, to see 
Awake again to Harmony. 



Did I possess the rhyming pow'r, 

Or hope to rouse thy latent chime, 
I'd bear thee to my distant tow'r, 
And string, again, thy chords sublime. 
I spake — the south-wind, moaning by, 
Bore, on its breast, a murm ring sigh. 



INTRODUCTION. 

Was that a fancy of my brain, 

Engender'd by the lonely place, 
Or did I feel that sigh again, 
In gentle breathing o'er my face ? 

I look'd, when wind and sigh were flown, 
And thought the Harp and I alone 



Remain'd; but hov'ring near the spot, 

From fleecy cloud, sweet Pity spoke — 
" Believe ! that Harp, tho' now forgot 
" 'Till ev'ry sounding string be broke, 
" Could yet respond a bolder tone, 
" Than modern minstrelsy has known. 1 ' 



No form I saw, but brilliant rays, 

Enshrin'd within a dazzling white ; 
Which melted from my ardent gaze, 
While yet I strain'd my aching sight : 
Aerial music, floating there, 
Infus'd strange visions— wild as rare. 
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As Hope, in distant prospect, sees 

The spicy grove, the azure sky, . 
Inhales the richly scented breeze, 
And sports in Fancy's revelry ; . 

Culls fairest flow'rs in wreaths to bind, 
And cast around the glowing mind, 



I, stringless Harp! whate'er betide, 
Will bear thee to my distant home, 

Tho' ev'ry son of song deride 

The wild'ring tones that from thee come : 
I seiz'd the Harp — it struck the ground- 
And rung a joyful paean round. 



And now, within my sylvan bow'r, 
New strung, in place of rest, it lays ; 

And oft in some romantic hour', 

A fairy finger o'er it strays, 

And wakes, again, the tuneful string, 
'Till Harp and bow'r in concert ring. 
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Sometimes I strive to catch the flow 

Of blending thought and soaring chime ; 
For oft the mantling numbers glow, 
And almost sort themselves to rhyme : 
But all in vain the fond desire, 
So new, to me, poetic fire. 



Yet I have known, in childhood's day, 

When call'd to learn some foreign tongue, 
The senseless sounds in vacuum stray, 
Which on my aching ears had rung ; 
Till, persevering, I had bound, 
In memory's chain, the links of sound. 



And who can tell, but I might learn, 
By study of the Harp's wild note, 

To feel my kindling fancy burn, 

And in a sea of vision float, 

'Till, rising up the stream of Time, 
I caught the Master's art sublime? 



,s 



AN 



aHmonitorg Appeal 



TO THE 



RIGHT HONOURABLE LORD BYRON. 



" 'tis very puzzling, on the brink 



Of what is called Eternity, to stare, 

And know no more of what is here than there." 

Don Juan, Canto X. Stanza 2i. 



And can thy bold spirit no trial disarm, 

Thou child of the whirlwind! thou son of the storm? 

Still pleas'd through the regions of fancy to roam, 

And find, in each palace, a hall and a home. 

Now piercing through vistas thy fairy hands rear, 5 

Now sleeping on sun-beams, now thron'd in a star ; 

Wild magic still pouring thy verses along, 

As thy gathering thoughts inexhaustibly throng. 

Reclining, at twilight, on some bridge sublime, W 

Twixt day-light and darkness, some archway of time, 10 

As nature, lamenting the day that's gone by, 

Is shedding her tears to the verge of the sky : 
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Thine eye, with the pearl of soft sympathy, wet, 

While fondly bemoaning that suns ever set. W 

Or wand'ring, at ev'ning, beside the blue stream, 15 

That throws, from its bosom, the brazen gates' gleam; 

Where the mourners of Zion their painful watch keep, 

Assembling, at vespers, in concert to weep 

Beneath the green willows, from whence their harps fling 

To the wild moaning winds, as the monochords ring, 20 

Those harsh notes, discordant, which, borne on the air, 

Announce the sad chorus of high wrought despair. 

But thou, buoyant spirit ! when thine was the doom* 
To part from thy country, thy halls, and thy foome^/. •; 
Tho' tears may have flow'd, and some hearts have been 
wrung, .. : i .. £5 

Thy lyre has been never a moment unstrung ; C*X< - .- >• 
No cave so remote, that thy verse -has not rung. 
Alike, unto thee, are the court and the tow'r, 
The green hills of Zion, or Endor's dark bow'r ? ' - ' 
The storm on the mountain, the calm in the plain* ' { ' 1ft 
The ructe<tot?ent roaring* the dew-distuTd *ainy ' r 
The nightingale'* plaint* or the moon-chequer'd flow'r, 
The thundefiof Sinai, the law's scorching powV, vi- ' 
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The cold dews of midnight, the tempest-heat shore, 

The whirlwind's loud howl, or the cataract's roar. 35 

Now fabling an ocean, hung high in the air, '• . 

Bespangled with many a luminous star, 

And peopled with spirits, who joyfully sail . 

On cherubim's wings, along Death's mirky vale; 

Or turning, with sorrow, to earth and its care, 40 

From fancies so soothing, from visions so fair ; i 

To where the lone step of the centinel rang, 

On listening ears, its deep-measur'd clang; 

With horror to look on the Musselman's skull, 

Escap'd thro* the jaws (when their hunger grew dull) ^ 

Of ravenous dogs, who held, under the wall 46 

Of Isthmian Corinth, their wild carnival. 

" There is too much of pride in the happiest hour !"(<?) 
And wisest is he who yields least to its pow'rl 
Apollyon found it the most potent spell, 50 

Securely to people his mansions in Hell ; 
His essay was Eve, and she instantly fell: 
But Mercy Omniscient foreknew the design, 
And pluek'd 'from the Thorn to ingraft on the Vine, 
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This Mother of myriads sits in the sky, 55 

Rejoicing the Tempter no longer is nigh. 
Whenever I hear of a man's deathless name, 
And see his bold struggles to wrest it from Fame, 
I think of the battle which Christ fought and won( e > 
On Edom's red plain before time had begun; 60 

Not dealing destruction and death 4o his foes, 
But pardons and crowns and eternal repose. 
Say, what are the trophies men bind on their brow, 
But spoils of the slain, whom their pride has laid low? 
And what the loud Paeans that swell on the gale, 65 
But chaunts of the Few o'er the Many's bewail ? 

I look'd thro' thy midnight, and Fancy, keen eyed, 
The gossamer web of thy vision has spied, 
As maidenly soft and as clear to the view, 
As curtains of mist with a moon riding through. 70 
'Tis sacred! in silence, to watch the clouds sail 
O'er night's wand'ring orb, and her loveliness veil ; 
When pensively ent'ring the regions of shade, 
Her beam, on the threshold, is modestly laid ; 
As onward she moves, through the mantle of night, 75 
Her progress is mark'4 tjs>4f tight; 



TO LORD BTmO*. IS 

And oft, like a frolicsome child, when at play, 

She peeps from her screen, and then hastens away: 

And when, at the last, we see her emerge, 

More brilliant, we fancy, the feathery surge; 80 

More dazzling the alders that bend to the breeze, 

And brighter her silvery light on the trees; 

More sparkling the river that drinks in her light, 

More awfully calm the fair picture of night, 

More sacred the visions that rise in the soul, 85 

More holy the pray'rs that abundantly roll, 

Like bright shocks electric, and thrill thro' the frame; 

The tongue mute as death, but the heart in a flame. 

In moments like these, how curtaiTd is the span 

From spirits ethereal, to matter form'd man; 90 

How trivial the effort to burst the clay band, 

And, orb by orb mounting, reach heaven's high strand! 

Give God and thy country thy talents, more rare 
And wild than the comet that flies thro' the air; 
For think thee, O Byron! when laid in thy tomb — 95 
And such is Mortality's birth-right and doom: 
The glow of thy lyrical triumphs all flown, 
Thy mellow harp burst, by thy life's rending groan ; 
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Tho' moonbeams may still o'er thy sepulchre spread, 

And suns as resplendently shine on thee, dead, 100 

Affection and Friendship still crown thee with bays, 

And Time's Immortality honour thy lays ; . ■ 

Thy spirit enhrg'd, far from them must depart, 

ImpelTd thro' the air as a swift winged dart; 

Nor find, in the arch, cast athwart the dim sky, 105 

(Which pensively mourns that a poet can die), * .■ . 

Embracing, at once, the wide heaven and earth, 

A token, continuous, of covenant birth; 

A midway of resting, W where Spirits may pause, 

Look back on the past, re-examine those laws 110 

To which they must answer — shrew'd counsel select, 

Frame eloquent briefs, then revise, recorrect ; 

Choose witnesses dextrous, the Jury to blind, 

And play, with success, the artiU'ry of mind: - 

But — " Blessed" or " Cursed" — the sentence is giv'n, 

Or drawn to the right hand, or to the left driv'n; 116 

Those, mixing with beings celestial, to praise 

The work of the Cross, and to Christ the hymn raise: 

These, claim'd by the Tempter, and hurl'd from the sky, 

Shall, in torments eternal, eternally die. 120 



TO LORD BYRON. 15 

The wild curse of anguish, the howl of despair, 

The liveliest tones which arise in that air ; 

Where.no breeze shall wanton, no light zephyr stray, •• 

No stream softly murmur, no cool fountain play, 

But lava sulphuric in red torrents pour, 125 

Arid Erebus, thund'ring, incessantly roar. " 

Such the future may be — Then while Hope i»«igh, 
" Turn! turn thee," O Byron t " For why wilt iwotf 

die?" («> ' 
Examine the record, and see if thy name 
Be writ in a page far more lasting than fame; > 180 
Look there for the Vine, and see whether thy shoot 
Be grafted, and drawing new life from the root; 
Search there for the treasure the husbandman found, - 
And sell all thotf hast, to procure that rich ground; < 
Explore with the merchant, the pearl of renown; 135 
Eternal Foreknowledge thy travel may crown; • 
The Star ov the Morning, with healing may rise, 
A beam on thy soul and a light in thine eyes; 
With visions prophetic thy fruitful mind fill, 
And teach thee to sing his mysterious will; 140 
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Thy lovers would then have deep cause to rejoice. 
Delight in thy numbers and bless thy sweet voice: 
More brilliant than " Eloquence, Genius, or Wit, 
" Immortality sparks" would thy verses emit 



It makes my heart ache, as I look to the day, 145 
When thou on thy mother's breast, pendent, didst lay; 
Her only son too! if I read thee aright; 
Thus rendered more precious to her doting sight: 
As oft o'er thine infantile features she hung, 
While Fancy to Vision thy future life flung, 150 

She saw thee, perhaps, as fond mothers will see, 
Brave 1 noble! high minded! as Byron should be. 
Ah! what does she say, if she yet lift her head 
Above the mausoleum that shelters the dead? 
Ah ! says she the months that she numbered in pain, 155 
Thy shadowless virtues have paid her again? 
Or sunk she, torn-hearted ! and lonely! and pale! 
To shroud her deep sorrows in Death's peaceful vale? 

To rail at thy country, thy king, and his court, (h) 
Is low-bred amusement — the rabble's dull sport — 160 
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A Hunt and his fellows, a Watson or such, 

Might hobble, awhile, on this radical crutch; 

But can, my good Lord, thy patrician blood 

Be floating, at ease, on so filthy a flood? 

I don't know thy features, I ne'er saw thy face; 165 

But oft, in thy writings, I fancy I trace 

A heart which, in early life, suffer'd a blow, 

That laid its young feelings of extasy low, 

And turn'd thee, adrift, on a turbulent world, 

(Tis fancy, remember), — thy sails all unfinTd, 170 

Thy rudder and compass forgotten or lost — 

No wonder, on dangerous rocks, thou'st been toss'd. 

I feel for thee, Byron! I think thou'st a heart 

That's worth the retrieving, all s.trange as thou art : 

Be nobly thyself! and so dare to be wise, 175 

Despite of the follies that Folly will prize. 

In Juan thou call'st this a not moral isle 0) — 
Allow me to ask, didst thou herd with the vile? 
But say we are bad, as thyself dost declare, 
The breach, in our morals, thou wilt not repair, 180 
By epics, like this one. Are surgeons e'er found, 
With knives, teeming poison, to probexin a wound? 
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Ah! no, my good Laid! thy hatchet mast-hew 

The root of eeifevii, and cut it up too, 

Ere men will he wflting to yield to thy skill, 185 

Submit to thy lancet or gulp down thy pflL 

/ wish thorn amidst phtek out tie wtoUfrom emeh eye, 

Ifjtrst the huge beam from fata* mm might bmtjhj. 

All vile as thy Juan, were all the truth told, 

Thro' it may be trae'd a fine vein of pure gold, 190 

Quite worth the refining; O do sift away 

The dross and the filth, the pollutions of clay; 

Come forth, as thou may'st, in unshaded array; 

And show, to the world, what thy Maker design'd, 

In framing thy vast intellectual mind : 195 

Yes; be thou as daring on Virtue's right side, 

As thou hast been prone her fair laws to deride. 

Look back to a Rochester Where did he stand? 

As thou dost, my Lord, with an uplifted hand? 
Long time, I have heard, the Eternal past by 200 

Each reprobate jest, and each blasphemous lie; 
But when the nx'd day of God's love was full come, 
The Jester was mute and the Reprobate dumb. 
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Sweet Cowper! how oft didst thou secretly try, 
From Conscience, that fi'ry accuser to fly; 205 

How oft did self-murder come into thy mind, 
Nor leave her executive power behind. 
But life was preserved i for God had decreed 
That madness should swallow her victim — but freed 
From firebrand so scorching, 'twas mercy to see, 210 
No wave had roll'd o'er thee, without a " need's be." 

Yes, Cowper died Calvinist 0) — but, ev'ry rule, 
He learnt, in Jehovah's most excellent school; 
Where line upon line followed rod upon rod, 
To bring the stout hearted to lean upon God. 215 

With him put Voltaire in the opposite scale, 
And let thy good sense, but one moment, prevail;— 
Which wouldst thou much rather, (when Time flies away, 
And fainting and gasping thou nerveless shalt lay), 
To sink, as sweet Cowper, at thy waning close, 220 
Like babe on its mother's breast, hush'd to repose, 
With arms of affection entwining thee round; 
In Life's firmest bundle eternally bound; 
Or toss'd, as Voltaire was, in agonized pain, 
With conscience corroding his madd'nmg brain; 225 

c 2 
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Just reason sufficient to feel the despair 
That burst, in wild curses, his handmaids to scare? 
The warning is awful! O would it might come 
To thee with acceptance, and bring thee but home, 
Like him from the tombs; whom, at ev'ning, we find 230 
Convinc'd and convicted and in his right mind. 
While thus I persuade, I'm a friend, take my word, 
Who cries from the wilderness, Watch for the Lord! 

O would that the love, which has nam'd o'er thy day. 
And given thy fate such a wild-fire's play, 235 

Had been the pure light which believers enjoy; 
The love of Jehovah, unting'd by alloy: 
No feeling of extasy, thou hast e'er known, 
All short-liv'd and transient and scarcely thine own 
Before it was gone, can be fit to compeer 240 

The presence of Him we delight to revere. 
If men have ill used thee, why quarrel with God? 
Thou boldly may'st stretch, but wilt not reach his rod; ] 
And i£ thou art one of Election's free roll, W 
Come, Byron, thou must, altho' froze to the pole. £45- 
For me! 'tit an anchor by which I can ride, 
Wj *W&m boisterous tide; 



TO LORD BYRON. 
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For, " come what come may," God will surely fulfil 
The sovereign decrees of his sovereign will: 
And much it misgives me thou'rt one of the sheep, 250 
Now wand* ring astray on red Sinai 9 s steep. 

At present, thou searchest the holiest page, 
But not with the eye of a seer or a sage: 
Thus Handel was tempted to turn scripture o'er, 
Extract from it beauties and over them pore, 255 

Till flaming conviction flash'd into his mind, 
And left the sweet notes of his music behind: 
Thus he, who had sought but men's passions to move, 
Was drawn up to God by the cords of his love. ( n 
Great Newton, in studying Nature's first cause, 260 
And pondering o'er her immutable laws, 
Tho' handling the planets, and turning them round, 
And knowing, each inch, of the sun's blazing bound, 
Tho' girdling, his waist, with the Zodiac's belt, 
Tho' slaves, to his mind, heaven's host daily knelt, 265 
Tho' stars o'er his brow a bright diadem cast, 
Tho' via lactea scarce made one repast 
With which to appease his insatiable thought, 
(So dear was the wisdom he thus dearly bought), 
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That still, with the march of his to-stretching will, 270 

A chasm appear'd, which no science could fill ; 

Till treading from out of the widening wastes, 

The covenant love of Jehovah, he tastes :< m > 

A covenant, ordered in all things and sure ; 

To be, when the planets and sun are no more; 275 

To be, when the skies are scorch'd up as a scroll, 

The same, never fading, unchangeable roll. 

Thou seemest to scoff at Election's sure plan; 
But let not thy folly thy judgment trepan. 
Perhaps, as a sophist, thoult venture to say 280 

That Ood, as a Sov'reign, has no right to sway, 
And gather his dust as the potter his clay: 
The latter, from lumps of the very same soil, 
Makes vessels for honour and vessels to spoil; 
The former he takes and the latter he throws i$5 

On dunghills, perhaps! — and why? — nobody knows — 
Except, that as master and lord of the lot, 
He does as he will with the vase or the pot. 
And are we not all of Jehovah's own earth? 
All form'd by his will, and all sent to our birth 290 



TO LORD BYRON. 23 

Thro' streamlets of Time, all from Eve springing out; 

The fountain thus tainted, in her, must no doubt 

Have duly polluted each subsequent stream, 

And left, as its right, not one mercy to claim: 

When all had thus sinned and fallen from God, 295 

And equally lay 'neath his menacing rod, 

As Sovereign Potter, why unjust to choose 

This vessel to honour, and that to refuse? 

In taking the one, he selected his own; 

In leaving the other, he left it alone — 300 

Twas Love to the former, I grant thee! to these 

Twas never injustice! they do as they please* — 

The gospel is sounded, the trumpet is blown, 

The voioe of the shepherd is not always known, 

But they who belong to his pastoral care, 305 

Will come at his bidding, wherever they are* 

He knows them, and calls them; l»> has graven each 

name — 
The palms of his hands will exhibit the same (°) 
When Time, (his parenthesis rolling away), 
Eternity swallows, as rivers the sea. 310 

Perhaps thou wilt call me a Methodist! — well! — 
I envy no methods which issue in Hell! 
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Much rather be found at the foot of the Cross, 

My heart all devotion, my head at a loss 

To fathom the love which my Saviour knew, 315 

(Eternal in wisdom and covenant too), 

Who willingly came, here to live and to die 

In shroudings of clay, and his glory cast by. 

How Angels must wonder and seraphs adore, 

At love, such as this, " without bottom or shore!" 320 

The Man that's God's fellow,* the Son of his breast, 

Delighting to leave the pure mansions of rest. 

To all that the Bible is will'd to declare, 
As Adam's fall'n child I am legally heir. 
Some rest in the law, and they can't well do worse; 825 
It thunders aloudf its unchangeable curse 
On all who offend it, if even in thought; 
The climax of doing, as I have been taught, 
Stings conscience more sharply, but alters no fact — 
Men equally sin, or by thought or by act. 330 

The gospel proclaims the Atonement, as past; 
(This rock is my shelter in every blast), 

• Zech.xiii. 7. f Gal. iii. 10. 



TO LORD BYRON. £$ 

'Tis now set before thee, <p> have wisdom to choose 

The Good— and for evil — that dare to refuse. 

The sphere thou hast trod in was formed by thee; 335 

Why not make another, more brilliant to be, 

O'er which the bright rays of the Truth shall be shed, 

A Halo, most sacred! encircling thine head, 

Which, passing thro* time, o'er thy future may spread? 

The welkin is studded with many a star — 340 

One sun, in the firmament, rolls his bright car ; 

And poets are many, in this rhyming age ; 

But war with fell Vice, as yet, none dares to wage. 

The Highest has given the thought and the tongue, 

But when, in his cause, have these Masters' harps rung? 

Their Saviour's cross they're unwilling to bear, 346 

As if 'twere disgrace his high honours to share. 

Oh! would I'd the pens of these Masterly Men !^> 

I'd sing my bold strains, till the world rang again; 

And sound his exploits to each furthermost shore, 350 

Where Ocean, in billows, rolls fiercely to roar. 

But, humble and lowly, unhonour'd by Fame, 

I scarcely one leaf of her laurel may claim: 

Yet still, as a Christian, I wish thee to know 

The way thou hast chosen, is quick-set with woe ; 355 
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Come out from among it— let vile things alone — 

They end in destruction:— 4ho' far thou hast gone, 

Twere worthy thyself to turn round and relent, 

Before thy mind's vigour in folly be spent 

Oh ! think of the Bongs thou couldst sing for thy Lord, 

If thou wert instructed by reading his word. 361 

And thou, who art now, in thy writings, the priest 

Of Satan, — might give to our minds such a feast, 

As I, with delight, should sit down to enjoy. 

Believe me, my Lord, 'tis far sweeter employ 366 

Than thou canst imagine. Oh! turn thee, and try 

To sing a sweet melody fit for the sky. 

I'm sure thou art sick of the race thou hast run ; 

And, when at thy goal, what great feat hast thou done? 

Why ! — shown to thy fellows, that talents may raise 370 

A few pounds of profit ; but would they win praise, — 

Unqualified praise,— it is requisite too ! 

To dash through no barrier Decency drew 

In marking the lots of men's various way : 

Like horses, in harness, if one go astray, 375 

That high mettled roadster may risk to overthrow 

Not only the team, but the vehicle too ! 
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The mystical union of God and of man, 
I've neither the wish nor the power to scan; 
The blase of his glory he chose to conceal — 380 

The acts of his power some glory reveal — 
He spake to the water — it blush'd into wine; < r > 
He order'd the devils— they vanish'd to swine; 
He whisper'd to Matthew — his miserly heart 
LeH customs and treasures, when thus set apart; 385 
He spake to the dead— ^even Death's icy band 
Was melted away at the touch of his wand. 
The leper, the blind and the lame and the dumb, 
Were all of them heaVd when they venturd to come. 
The storm knew his voice, and it flew at his hush! 
And morning, o'er Galilee, rose with a blush, 391 

Scarce tinging the nice of the fast-coming day, 
Before the light vessel had enter'd her bay ; 
Disciples half dreaming — they dreamt of a storm, 
Their ship lay so calmly, so snug and so warm. 395 
But " were I to tell all the deeds he has done," 
As sweetly concludes the evangelist John, 
" The world would not hold all the books I could write, 
M Nor Time stay his scythe the vast facts to indite." 
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The Preacher did but to this apophthegm come, 400 
" He all in all is, and of all things the sum/* 
And now, if thou'st Cruden, for chapter and verse, 
Do search for thyself— thou may st often do worse. 



One thought for thee more ! after which IV e quite done 
This thought through the rest has continued to run — 
A parent can feel for a parent's lone fate, 406 

And parents should pause o'er their children's estate. 
The ivy will cling to the towering oak, 
But take its support, and 'tis rent by the stroke; 
And that which was destin'd to flourish on high, 410 
Thus torn from its root, may soon wither and die. 
Oh ! think of thy daughter ! < 8 > If she live to rise 
To maidenly womanhood, should she despise 
Or should she revere thee? The choice was thine own, 
But distant the tracts as the wide flaming zone 415 
From opposite poles. Be advis'd — turn thee round — 
Let Peace, in the circle which hallow'd loves bound, 
Weave chaplets more green than the myrtle or bays, 
And Hymen's pure torch cast its light o'er thy days. 
In marriage there's much to endure and forbear; 420 
Yet, take it in all, 'tis as barren of care 
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As any state is. Here thy harp has the will 

To make our' best feelings with extasy thrill. W 

I cannot believe thou couldst write to thy wife, 

(As if in her center d the joys of thy life), 425 

Like cold-hearted actor/ ) who plays o'er his part, 

But feels no emotion subduing his heart. 

Ah! no, my Lord Byron, 'tis since, that thy part 

Thou actest, to hide the deep, rankling dart, 

Shot fast in thy mind. Once again, I adjure! 430 

Be nobly thyself! for 'tis virtue to cure, 

By patient endurance, the ills we may meet, 

In transit through life; which, at most, is as fleet 

As vapour; Oh! turn thee! quick! turn thee! and come 

To pleasure enshrin'd in the circle of Home : 435 

There hoard thee up treasures for Age yet to come. 

Yes, Byron; if living, thou too wilt grow old; 
The flash of thy youth will decay and be cold; 
The last draught of rapture will pass o'er thy lip; 
The last drop of transport delirium can sip, 440 

Will vanish away, as a cloud of the morn, 
More fleet than the vapour of summer-heat born. 
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Suppose thee return d to thy country and home; 
Suppose thee to meet, in the days yet to come, 
The child whose existence is dated from thee, 446 

And whom, in the wreck of the things which now be, ' 
Thou fondly wouldst clasp in a Father's embrace; 
But see her recede! with a blush on her race; 
While, deep at her heart, a too sharply felt pain. 
Proclaims thee her Parent 1 and quick thrills again,- 450 

To KNOW THEE THE AuTHOROF WORSE BOOKS THAN CawI! 



t 






Iiote* to ttft Appeal. 



NOTES (a, a)— Pages 9, 10, Lines 9, 14. 

"While Nature makes that melancholy pause, 

" Her breathing moment, on the bridge where time 

" Of light and darkness forms an arch sublime, 

" Who hath not shared that calm so still and deep, 

" The voiceless thought that would not speak but weep ; 

'* A holy concord — and a bright regret, 

" A glorious sympathy with suns that set ?" 

Monody to the Memory of ShetHdan — Byron. 



NOTE (b)— Page 10, Line 26. 



4t 



My boat is on the shore, 
" And my bark is on the sea, 
" But ere I go, Tom Moore, 
" Here's a double health to thee!*' 

Byron. 



3£ NOTES TO THE APPEAL. 

NOTE (c)— Page 11, line 45. 

" From a Tartar's skull they had stripp'd the flesh, 
•' As ye peel a fig when the fruit is fresh ; 
" And their white tusks crunched o'er the whiter skull, 
" As it slipp'd thro' their jaws, when their edge grew dull," &c 

Siege of Corinth, Section XVI. 



NOTE (d)— Page 11, Line 48. 



" There is something of pride in the perilous hour, 

" Whatever be the shape " 

Siege of Corinth. 



NOTE (e) — Page 12, Line 59. 

There is neither yesterday nor to-morrow with the Eternal! 
The volition and its fulfilment are but one act of the Almighty 
mind. 



NOTE (f)— Page 14, Line 109. 

" Still seems as to ray childhood sight 

" A midway station given, 
" For happy spirits to alight 

" Betwixt the earth and heaven." 

Campbell to the Rainbow, 
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r 

NOTE (g)— Page 15, line 128. 

" Torn ye ! torn ye from your evil ways \ for why will ye die ?" 

Egeh, zzxiii. 11. 



NOTE (h)— Page 16, Line 159. 
Don Joan, passim. 



NOTE (i)— Page 17, line 177. 

" But 'tis as well at once to understand, 

" Yon are not a moral people, and you know it 

•* Without the aid of too sincere a poet." 

Don Juan, Canto XI. Stanza 87. 



NOTE (j)— Page 19, line £12. 

'< Mr. Campbell says, in the life of Cowper, that he knows not 
" to whom Cowper alludes in these lines : 

" * Nor he, who for the bane of thousands born, 

" Built God a church, and laugh'd his word to scorn.' 

" The Calvinist" (Cowper) " meant Voltaire and the church of 
" Ferney, with its inscription, • Dso srixU Voltaire.' " 

Notes to Canto V, of Don Juan, 



$4 NOTES TO THE APPEAL. 

NOTE (k)— Page 20, line 944. 

" She was no hypocrite, at least, poor soul, 

" 3ut went to heaven in as sincere a way 
" As any body on the Elected Roll, 

" Which portions out, upon the judgment day, 

" Heaven's freeholds, in a sort of doomsday scroll " 

Don /turn, Canto X.. Stanza 35. 

NOTE (1)— Page 21, Line 259. 
Recorded in the Life of the Rev. Mr. Newton. 

NOTE (m)— Page 22, Line 273. 

I do not vouch for Sir Isaac Newton having died, what is 
emphatically called, a believer ; but, that he was, at one time, an 
Atheist, but finally repudiated those pernicious tenets, I have 
never heard controverted. 

NOTE (n)— Page 23, Line 307. 

" He calleth his own sheep by name." John x. 3. 

In the Idylls of Theoc., this is described as having been the 
custom of the eastern shepherds. 



NOTE (o)— Page 23, Line 308. 
« 
" Behold ! I have graven thee on the palms of my hands." 

Isaiah xlix. 16. 
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NOTE (p)— Page 25, line 333. 
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" I have this day set before thee life and good, death and evil. 

Devi, xxx. 15. 

NOTE (q)— Page 25, Line 348. 

" The Master Spirits of the Age," I apprehend, was meant of 
Scott, <&c. &c. 

NOTE (r)— Page 27, Line 382. 

u The conscious water, awed by power divine, 
" Confess'd the God, and blush* d itself to wine." 

Dryden's School-Boy Theme, 



NOTE (s>— Page 28, Line 412. 

" When our child's first accents flow, 
" Wilt thou teach her to say Father !— 
" 'Tho* his care she roust forego ? 

" When her little hands would press thee, 
When her lip to thine is press'd, — 
Think of .him whose prayer shall bless thee, — 
Think of him thy love has bless'd ! , 
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" Should her lineaments resemble 

" Those thou never more may'st see, — 
'* Then thy heart will softly tremble 
" With a pulse yet true to me." 

Byron's Farewell to his Wife, on their 
Separation, 
d2 
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NOTE (t)— Page £9, line 4S3. 

11 There are two *ouls whose equal flow, 

" In gentle streams so calmly run, 
" That when they part — they part! — ah, no ! 
" They cannot part— that* souls are one,*' 

Bybon to Mi Wtf; a few Months 
before their Separation. 

NOTE (a)— Page 29, Line 426. 
u TO JESST. 

" There is a mystic thread of life 

" So dearly wreath'd with mine alone, 
<< That Destiny's relentless knife 

" At once must sever both or none. 

" There is a voice, whose tones inspire 
" Such thrills of rapture through my breast — 

" I would not hear a seraph choir, 
" Unless that voice could join the rest. 

*' There is a lip, which mine has prest, 

" And none had ever prest before ; 
" It vowed to make me sweetly blest, 

" And mine — mine only, prest it more." 

Idem. 

The whole of these stanzas, of which there are eight, are highly 
beautiful! — and do equal credit to Lord Byron's affections and 
judgment. Of their domestic feud, I am totally ignorant ; but a 
man must feel to sing so sweetly. Neither, in my humble judgment, 
can his '' Fare-thee-Well !" be read without deep interest for the 
unhappy circumstance which occasioned it. 



&acrrti JWdoMw. 
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Thbse Sacrbd Melodies were originally written for the 
Author's private use, being adapted to the Hebrew Melodies of 
Nathan and Braham. The metre of Lord Byrok's words has 
been carefully preserved; and, in private families, where sacred 
music is cultivated, they may afford entertainment to those, who 
prefer to sing with the " heart and the understanding :" — this latter 
idea has been her chief motive for giving them to public ob- 
servation. 

Many of these Melodies have been lately arranged for the 
Voice, with an accompaniment for the Piano-Forte, by Mr. I. H. R. 
Mott ; and will be published, by him, as soon as his leisure affords 
opportunity. 
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I. 



Air—" She walks in Beauty." 



The dew-drop sparkled on the spray, 
As rose the sun, on aether borne, 

And for a moment seem'd to stay. 

As }ing!ring o'er Earth's sabbath morn : 

Ten thousand songsters hail'd that day, 
From bush and brake and blooming thorn. 

Their warbling wak'd Creation's Child, 

Who on a jvilet bank reclin'd. 
His face, uprais'd, in worship smil'd; 

Devotion fill'd his perfect mind : 
No sin had then his breast defil'd ; 

But all was harmless, pure, refin'd. 



SACKED MRL0D1KB. 

Silent he lay — In thought alone, 
His soul communion held above ; 

And there, at the Eternal Throne, 
It melted in a tide of love, 

Unstain'd by cause of sigh or groan, 
Or aught his perfect joy could move. 



" Tkc Hup tfce Muunrcli MtBtrel inept." 



Prophetic visions swell'd each string, 
And mystic thoughts in concord flow'd; 
The Minstrel Warrior — Israel's king — 
Sung not himself— His verses glow'd 
With that bright star, that Lord of Lords I who bore 
the load 
Of guilt and san from Adam's fall: 
Who gives the heart to virtue nam'd, 
And adds the lip of pray'r to all 
Who, after him, are children named ; 
Bought dear by curse eodur'd— By purchase claim'd. 
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And still he strikes the tuneful string, 

Wherever gospel news is heard; 

Ascribing glory to its King, 

Its risen, bright, incarnate Lord ! 
tenia! Father; Prince of Peace! and God ador'd! 
Let Europe catch the bursting sound! 

To Asia, gladsome tidings bear! 

Let pagan Afric's utmost bound 

Rejoice, the joyful news to hear; 
nd nations, yet unborn, to him repair. 



III. 



ilir— « If that Ugh world.' 



That " that high world," where spirits dwell, 

" Surviving Love," indeed! endears; 
Let his triumphant vict'ry tell, 

Who, conqu ring, rose above our fears ; 
Thrice welcome, then, those blissful spheres ! 

And welcome, the sweet hour to die; 
When all behind's a waste of years, 

And all before's Eternity. 
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Tis not for self, that we are borne 

Thro" refluent Jordan's mystic tide ; 
From sons of song, from' kindred torn ; 

From hearts of fire and hours of pride ; 
Thro' Fancy's visions still to glide : 

Bought with a price, and brought. from far, 
Thence, we become the spotkss bride, 

Of David's (bright and morning star. 

Then, " Ho!" ye thirsty! drink the stream 
Of Life, proceeding from the throne; 

For this high end, the prophets dream ; 
To this great purpose, Heaven's own Son : 

Tho' bright the Poet's verse has shone, 

• 

When laughing Houris deck'd the lays ; 
Know thou! before the Great Three One, 
Celestial joys are GodVtiue praise. 



-.1 
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IV. 



Air—" The wild Gazelle." 



On Judah's hill, the light Gazelle 
May wander wildly free ; 

And bigot pilgrims, duly tell, 
Their Paters faithfully. 

Still, Zion's worshippers abound, 

Where Zion's God may yet be found. 



A step erect, an eye more bright, 
From Pisgah's mountain shone ; 

And, o'er the future, casting light, 
In vision, thus begun:— 

" The Lord will place on Judah's throne 

" A Prophet — Follow him alone." 
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" Then shall thy children, fruitful rise, 
" As vines, around thy door ; 

" Thy flocks and herds give rich supplies ; 
" And plenty crown thy store : 

" Then bless'd thy city, bless'd thy field ; 

" Abundance shall thy harvests yield." 



" But Judah wanders wilfully, 

" A straggling, scattered band ; 

" Preferring a proud legendry, 

" To Shiloh's meek command : 

" The Roman eagle's on his walls — 

" And, now ! his stately temple falls ! 



»» 



v. 



Air—" Oh, weep for those. 



Weep not for those who wept by Babel's stream ; 
Behold them ! thron'd in Glory's radiant beam, 
Exulting ! strike their harps of endless strings : 
Hark! — Heaven's arch, with their hosannah, rings! 
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If tears must flow, let them be duly shed, 
Upon the graceless Christian's thoughtless head! 
These, " of the wand'ring foot and weary breast," 
Mourn not, for they have enter d into rest. 

Eternity's begun — Their welcome feet 

Tread Zion's crystal courts and golden street; 

" And Judah's melody, of other days, 

" Again seems sweet," to souls redeemed to praise* 



VI, 



Air—" On Jordan's Banks." 



" On Jordan's banks," the wand'ring tribes appear ; 
Twelve chosen priests the sacred ark uprear, 
And place their feet within the swelling tide, 
Which promptly parting, stands on either side. 

Behind — a desart — wild and drear and brown; 
Beyond — the promis'd land, which harvests crown ; 
Boldly they march — where lately roll'd a flood, 
Anointed Levites mute, but wond'ring, stood. 
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The joyful tribes, by favour'd Joshua ted, 
With songs of triumph, pass the river's bed: 
The ark comes last — the torrent quickly knows 
The bright Shechinah's gone, <•) and onward flows. 



vit. 



Air—" Jephthah's Daughter. 



Tis my people's transgressions require, 
That I should on Mount Calv'ry expire ; 

And, tho' agony burst from each vein, 
Lo I come ! that, their peace, they obtain. 

Twas thy pleasure, to put me to grief; 

That my stripes might bring Israel relief; 
That the curse which I bear on the cross, 

Mayrestore to my ransom'd their loss. 

Oh! then let me not shrink from the blow; 

Tho' it lay thine Anointed One low : 
Corruption can never inherit 

The dwelling of thy Holy Spirit. 
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It is writ, in the volume, of me, 

That my* soul of its travail shall see ; 

That my knowledge shall reconcile those 
Who are, now, thine inveterate foes. 

Oh, then! hasten to pour out the cup, 
Which I willingly came to drink up; 

That, my labour of love being' done, 
I ascend to my sceptre and throne. 



VIII. 



Air—" Oh ! snatch'd away. 



»» 



Hail! glorious morn! propitious birth! 

When, bursting from the bands of Earth 
And throwing back the gates of Hell, 
Messiah rose — Again to tell, 
ITith more than prophet's power, his matchless worth. 



49 SACKED MELODIES. 

Tis not a Spirit's subtile form 

That courts our anxious, doubting creed; 
But living matter, fresh and warm 
As that he freely gave to bleed; C b ) 
Of David's royal line and woman's seed. 

I hail the great, the glorious morn, 

With hope-fraught, reverential zeal; 
For, with the Head, the Members born, 
Do all like quick ning bias feel ; 
And he who fancies that I dream, 
Still floats through life, on Error's stream. 



IX. 



Air—" My soul is dark.*' 

Alas! thy soul too sure is dark! 

Oh! would some seraph wing his way, 
And bring but one ethereal spark, 

Amid thine earth-born fires to play ; 
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Then should they blaze to perfect day, 
And men instructed, bless thy voice, 

And own thy, then prophetic, lay 

Had made, indeed ! a glorious choke* 

Then would thy glowing lyre prolong* 

A tone more sweet than Migdol heard, 
When tuneful Miriam's grateful song, 

Proclaim'd the conquests of the Lord. 
Then should'st thou sing th' incarnate Word' ; 

And sing him, too! with warm desire; 
And, like the sun-adoring bird, 

Exult in streams of heavenly fire. 



X. 



Air— " I mw thee weep." 

I saw the bush one general blaze, 
Yet unconsum'd remain; 

'Twas not the sun's meridian rays, 
Nor comet's fiery train. 

E 
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Amaz'd, I look'd—but nought of fear 

Oppress'd my curious mind, 
As wondring* anxious, drawing near, 

Tl^e secret cause to find ; 

. I tried a nearer sp<# to gain: 

Whan sudden on mine ear,. . 
There broke that sweet celestial strain, 

Which. Abram Jov'd jbo hear, 
" Put off thy shoes— 'tis holy ground 

" Whereon t)iy footsteps, £read: TlI 
" Nor can thy pond ring thoughts expound 

" The glory round me spread. 

" What seems to thee a brilliant flame, 

" Is but my veiled pow'r ; 
" Jaoh is my mysterious name ; < c > 

" Seek thou to know no more. 
" Enough, for thee, that thou shalt lead 

" From slav'ry 's iron Jiand, , 
" My first-born son, my chosen seed, 

" To Canaan's fertile land. 
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" Away! to Pharaoh!— Bid him fear 

" To trifle with the Lord— 
" Dare him! to keep mine Israel here — 

" Thy boon hell not accord. 

For I will show, throughout his land, 

" The wonders of my name; 
■" And, draw thee forth, with that right hand 

" Which all my deeds proclaim. 



At 



• > t 



^ I see thee doubt — thou doest wrong — 

" Tis I, (Jehovah), speak: 
" I know iEgyptia's host is strong, 

" And thou, poor worm! art weak: 
*" Yet mortal man is but a flow'r ; 

" Grass withering in the sun: 
•" And blown on by immortal pow r f 

" His course is promptly run. 

" Cast down thy rod upon the earth, 
" And, while it prostrate lies, .,, , . , 

u Behold a serpent! creep to birth, 
" Slow writhing 'neath thine eyes: 

e2 , 



52 BACKED MELODIES. 



«« 



<< 



Put forth thine hand and touch tjie tail;— 

" Again thy rod receive ; — 

Let no dishonouring doubt prevail, 

" Thy task is to believe ! 



" A sceptic still! — Nay! draw thy hand 

44 A leper from thy breast! 
" And now ! again, at my command, 

" Untainted let it rest ! 
" No glowing eloquence I need! 

" The mouth, my will has made, 
" Fear not! My Cause Myself will plead, 
Till Pharaoh be dismayed.' 



<« 



»» 



XI. 

Air — " Thy days were done." 

His days were done, his battle won, 
Ere passing Time unfurl'd 

His length'ning woof; or ere the Sun 
Nox to old Chaos hurl'd, 

And, in his daily course begun, 

To fructify a world. 
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Unlike the sun, his days when done, 

A greater harvest yield, 
Than when, in full-orVd power, he shone 

On Edom's blood-red field : 
And girt with Vict'ry's brazen zone, 
His god-fraught strength reveaTd. 

He conqu'riiig rose, the friend of foes. 

In whom he took delight, 
Ere valley sunk or mountain rose, 

Or day succeeded night : 
And, after Time's brief page shall close, 
He'll be their beacon light. 

Then strike the shell, loud paeans swell 

On ev'ry sounding shore ; 
Let wild Crimea's woodland dell, 

The notes o'er Russia pour :W ' 
And, bleak Siberia's frozen cell 

Respond to gospel lore. 
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XII. 



Air—" It is the hour." 



There is an hour! when all must yield 
Before the sweeping scythe of Time ; 

Whether oil carnage cover d field 
They stand, in vig'roug manhood's prime ; 

Or feeble limbs and hoary age, 

Attain to life's last closing page. 

What! to the first, the verdant green, 

That on the victor's brow is seen? 

Or, to the last, that flowers blown, 

Are but the future flowers sown? 

That leaves are sear, and blue the wave, 

And stars are set in heavVs concave, 

If they, as twilight, fade away, 

But dawn not for Eternal Day ? 
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XIII. 



Air—" Warriors and Chieft.' 



" Princes and Statesmen! our counsel's betray'd! 
" Israel's forewarn'd, where our ambush is laid! 
" Show me the traitor ! His best blood shall pay, 
" Gurgling in streams, for the shame of this day." 



i • 



\ ■ , -> t • 



Round looked Benhadad — No pale cheeks reveal 
Breasts where a false heart may slink to conceal. — 
One, m the presence, who secrets could scan, " 
Brief answer'd— " On1 Kingf Elisha's the man! 

" Dothan his dwelling!" — " Send thither a host!— 
" Bring him ! ere morning yon mountain has cross'd. 
" Tied to four cedars, his rent limbs shall sateW 
" Hadad's deep vengeance oil those he dares hate." 



■ 1 1 . 



Spearmen are there, and the war horses neigh; 
Chariots of steel their rude battle display; 
Helmets are nodding, and bucklers appear ; 
Forward! the warrior poises his spear. 
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Where are they going, in battle array, 
Winding along the green valley's lone way? 
" Fly thee now, Prophet! Oh, fly thee! in fear; 
" See ! where Assyria's heroes appear. 

" Fly thee! now, master! the swift coming host — 
" Haste thee! Oh, haste! or thy life will be lost!" 
" Peace faithful servant! this light, on thine eye, 
" Shows thee, at once ! our defenders are nigh. ( f ) 

Mark ! at the foot of the mountain they lay — 
Why does the charger turn wildly away ? 
Why are the war-cars drawn swift o'er the plain? ' 
Why do the Syrians all lifeless remain? 



God had appointed them death for their hitt 
Guards, as each pass, in their chariots of fire. 
These, are the legions whose marshalling pow'r, 
Shields the redeemed, in the perilous hour. 
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XIV. 



EZEKIEL'S VISION OF THE DRY BONES. 



•" Hum whoie spell.* 



Thou! whose pow'k can raise the dead, 
TW these bones be very dry, 
Canst creative influence shed, 
Make them each to other fly. 

Earth shook! a hollow rattling sound arose, 
As willing joints and answering sockets close; 
Athletic tendons on the white bones lay, 
And branching art'ries through the bodies stray ; 
The flesh came on— its wond'rous texture spread- 
And 'neath the skin the mazy vein was led ; 
Small, nervous chords proceeded from the brain, 
To move the limbs or guide the muscle train : 
But yet the lungs heav'd not — No rising breath 
Propell'd the heart — The whole lay still in death. 
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I look'd around me, wondering 
What God would to these dead — 
I felt the four winds, thundering 
Their rough blasts about my head. 

Prophesy, Oh ! son of Man ! 
Breathe upon this fallen clan ; 
Bid them rue, and bid them Uve; 
Sins and treachery I forgive. 
Not for their Bakes mercy's shown, 
But to make my glory known. 
I, their graves, will open wide; 
I, their devious wand'rings, guide; 
They shall know that I, the Lord ! 
Cannot break my cov'nant word:,. 
Tho' mine anger,, once, did burn; 
I, in mercy, must return. ... 
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XV. 



jUr— '« Fame, wisdom, loye." 



1. 

Recording Time may grave my name, 
With praise, on hist'rjr's pages; 

But, what! to me, the future fame 
That springs from future ages ? 

For what is praise? An empty sound! 

And flattery? A bubble! 
And Kings and Courts? A gaudy round 

Of vanity and trouble* 

%. 

Yet I rejoic'd to rear the dome, 
For Israel's God to dwell in; 

To mark the sacred fire, consume 
The sacrifice it fell in : 
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To see the house with glory fill'd, 
The Lord himself descending; 

While ev'ry heart with ardour thrill'd, 
As ev'ry knee was bending. 

S. 

And tho' Life is an empty void, 
A phantom ev'ry pleasure, 

And tho' my sated mind was cloyed, '' 
Possessing ev'ry treasure ; 

One gem, I had, of heav'nly birth, 
Bestow'd to rule the nation; 

Reflecting honour, power, worth, 
On my exalted station. 

4 

And tho' I've felt that sin can wound, 
Deriding spells to charm it ; 

Yet, " balm in Gilead," I have found, 
Successful to disarm it. 
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Believe not, then, all wisdom vain — 

Tho " Music cannot lure it" 
The sting of Death need not remain, 
Nor need the heart endure it. 



XVI. 



Air— U When coldness wraps this suffering clay." 



Thoughts suggested by the sadden death of a Socinian, in a public 

Assembly — Written May, 1831. 



1. 



When Death obscures the rising ray 

Of genius and the soaring mind, 
Ah! whither does the spirit stray? 

Or, how! the trackless region find? 
Do Angels, thro' yon starry plains, 

Convey the wand'rer safely home? 
Or Devils, loos'd from binding chains, 

Attend it to its final doom? 
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2. 



Does it mount up on wings of Hope, 

And, piercing, reach the seventh heav'n ? 
Or, clinging to some earthly prop, 

Is it to wild'ring Chaos driv'n? 
Has it received a Bible guide? 

Or does it trust to Poet's dream, 
Which sweetly o'er its track may glide, 

Then vanish! like some meteor's beam? 



3. 

Oh ! could that Schoolman come to tell 

One lesson from the future's book, 
Would he aver, he reason'd well, 

Who Godhead from the Saviour took ? 
Again, with forg'ry, stigmatize 

The hidden mystery, of God;. 
And, with Socinian enterprize, 

From justice wrest her scorpion rod? 
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4. 



How awful! to be wrench'd from earth, 

Without a moment's warning giv'n; 
Like foetus, of untimely birth, 

From lab'ring Nature riv*n: 
And not a pause, a sigh, a groan, 

Or time to breathe the sinner's prayer; 
But forc'd, at once, before the throne, 

To find the Saviour, Sovereign there ! 

XVII. 



Air—" The King was on his Throne." 



1. 

The voice of him that- saith, * 
" Prepare the Lord's high way, 

" Make straight the desart path, 
" He comes 1 he comes ! obey ! 

" Exalt the humble vale! 
" Abase the lofty hill ! 

" Glad tidings shall prevail, 
11 The longing soul to fill!*' 



64 
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2. 

With tongue of cherubim, 

That cried, aloud, Prepare! 
Isaiah spake of him ; 

Arrayed in camel's hair, 
And girt, about the waist, 

With belt of leathern thongs; 
To cull whose pure repast, 

To humming bees belongs. 



3. 

In Jordan's bright blue wave, 

He, " more than prophet," stood, 
And preach'd " repent ! believe ! 

" And wash you in this flood : 
" A type of that pure tide 

" Of water and of gore, 
" Which, from Messiah's side, 

" A living stream shall pour. 
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4. 



" With water I baptise, 

" To show the way divine 
" Of One, who soon shall rise 

" In Judah's honour'd line ; 
" Whose fan is in his hand, 

" To throughly purge his floor ; 
" His wrath shall none withstand ; 

" None fail who seek his pow*r. 



5. 

" He comes unto his own, 

" But they refuse his rod ; 
" They ask an earthly throne, 

" And scorn the throne of God : 
" But some there are who shall 

" His light and truth receive ; 
" Which shines, alike, on all, 

" Tho' all do not believe. 
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XVIII. 
AN INVOCATION TO THE HOLY SPIRIT. 



Air—" Son of the sleepiest melancholy star !" 

1. 

Sun of the brightly beaming morning star ! 
Spirit ! whose ray drives doubt and error far ; 
Down to dark night, or to the darker mind, 
Which, in the chains of prejudice confhVd, 
Proud in its ignorance, and vainly wise, 
Bounded in faculty, yet dares despise 
As false, the welcome truth ! that this vile clod 
Of Earth, is tabernacled by a God. 



2. 



Spirit! descend into each sceptic soul, 
Dispel its mists, by thy unseen controul; 
Show that thy light of light, thy perfect will, 
Proves human wisdom deep in error still. 
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Open thy book and teach the doubting breast 
How to obtain thy endless, perfect rest. ' 
Oh! that each eye could see, the sacred blaze 
That bursts from Alpha's uncreated rays 9 



Air—" Were my bosom as false.' 



In abjuring thy creed, thou couldst nothing efface 
From thy sin and its curse, which we equally trace, 
Both thro' Jew and thro' Gentile, to Eve where they rose, 
Spreading thence in a flood, which still gathering, flows* 



Can repentance, alone ! bring thee up to the hold, 
Where now stands the " Good Shepherd," to guard his 

dear fold? 
Ah! no, no! for his sacrifice over thy mind, 
Must be shed, ere thy Surety thy pardon will find. 

f2 
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Do not mourn that the wicked some triumphs have 

known; 
And that honours and favours, around them are strown; 
That they sail with fair wind, on a smooth-flowing sea : — 
For " reserved for the judgmen£the wicked shall be." 



Is thy heart and thy hope in Immanuers grasp? 
Tis more safe than thy life, he so firmly does clasp; — 
Then be tranquil! whatever afflictions arise, 
For the throne of thy glory is fix'd in the skies. 



XX. 



Alr— U Oh Mariamne." 



1. 

Tis not by deeds of murd'rous hate, 
The soul becomes unworthy saving; 

Did Heav'n for Man's concurrence wait, 
Man still for bliss were idly craving: 
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Tis " I will draw and thou shalt run, 
" Nor vainly shall my cross be pleading: 

" My grace gives thee a royal throne, 
" Thy mass of merit quite unheeding. 



2. 

" Before the earth receiv'd its form, 

" I gave myself for thy redeeming ; 
" And I, alone, have borne the storm, 

" Whose rage with mercy still was teeming. 
" I love the sinner, hate the sin, 

" And scourge him oft whom I am turning; 
" And when, at last, I bring him in, 

" Tis as a brand escap'd the burning" 
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XXL 



Air—" From the last hill that looks." 



In a vision I saw a new city come down, 
Whose bright walls were of jasper as crystal they shone ; 
And her name was the Bride. — Her celestial birth 
Had endow'd her with glory, perfection and worth. 



And I heard a sweet voice out of heaven, proclaim 
" That her temple was God ! and her light was the Lamb ! 
" That the nations preserv'd, should exult in the beam, 
" Which, eternally, from her pure altars, should stream." 



As I Hsten'd, the sound of a concert arose; 

" Alleluia" its swell, " Alleluia" its close ; 

" Alleluia, Amen! to the Star of her choice! 

" Who as Lord God Omnipotent reigneth — rejoice!" 
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Then — "All worthy the Lamb !" the full chorus replied; — 
" Come, behold the rich mercies bestow'd on the Bride. 
" For the ransom'd, alone! is reserv'd the sweet strain 
" Of * All Worthy the Lamb!' who for ever will 
" reign !" 



XXII. 

May this right hand be wither'd for ever, 
Ere it string our high harp for the foe. 

Byron— 32 Melody.* 



Air'"" We sat down and wept by the waters." 

1. 

Tis useless to sit down in sorrow, 
And weep our few moments away ; 

Twere better, with fond hope, to borrow 
A sun-beam from some future day: 

Expecting the promised to-morrow: — 
The certain, the shadowless day. 

* Query. — In whose service is the harp of the Author of Don 
Juan, &c strung ? 
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2. 



When David was toss'd by the billow 
Which rage and keen jealousy rolled, 

He hung* not his harp on the willow, 
But, in the lone cavern, extolled 

The Mercy that guarded his pillow, 
And sat to refine him as gold. 



XXIII. 



Air— u The Assyrian came down/' 



The warriors of Chittim (g) are valiant and bold; 
With frontlets of steel, they attack thy strong hold, 
Oh! Tyrus, and follow the Thunderer's crest,^) 
Where fiercely the battle, in fury, has prest. 

In vain ! are you fix'd on a rock in the sea; 
In vain! you prepare the red bucklers, that flee 
Like shells thro* the air, and, the burning dust spread/*) 
O'er the flesh of your foe, who a moment may dread: 
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He, turning in vengeance, more fiercely will push, 
Your tottering walls, with the battle's rude rush ; 
And, living, impale on Philistia's coast, 
The glory and pride of your struggling host.0) 

Your fate is decreed! And, tho' long you withstand 
Macedonia's contest, you'll fall by her hand. 
Then howl, ships of Tarshish ! for see where your tower, 
The hero, has gain'd, in the tide of his power. 

Now where ar$ your divers, your vessels of fire? 
Your wisdom, that chain'd the bright god of the lyre?( k > 
Not Hercules' strength can avert a decree, 
Jehovah, in council, has destin'd to be. 

Adieu ! to your merchants, your riches, your pride ; 
Farewell! to your bulwarks that sprung from the tide ; 
Farewell! to your princes, in vestures of gold; 
Howl, people of Tarshish! your city was sold.* 1 ) 
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XXIV. 



Air—" A Spirit passed before me. 1 



»» 



The whirlwind burst. — God answered Job and said, 
" Proclaim when Earth's foundations first were laid ; 
" Describe each single atom of the sea, 
" And give, at once, their added quantity; 
" Produce the varied treasures of the deep, 
" And say where rain and frost in silence sleep! 



u 



u 



u 



From whence do clouds their clatt'ring thunder spread, 
And how the lightnings heav'n's high mazes thread? 
Will bright Orion give his belt to thee? 

" Or owns Mazzaroth thy supremacy? 

" Canst thou direct Arcturus with a wand? 

" Or bind Pleiades with silken band? 
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" Or make the Unicorn plough up thy ground? 

" Or wilder Ass, whose range vast forest bound? 

" Yon Horse who snuffs the battle from afar, 

" And dashes forward on the bristling spear, 
Did he receive his strength from thee? Or hast 
Thou giv'n his sinewy neck and nostril's blast? 



c< 



« 



" Does proud Behemoth come at thy decree, 
" Or will Leviathan thy plaything be? 
" Has yon proud peacock ow'd his plumage gay, 
" To fairy tints thine artist's hands display? 
" Or does the eagle, 'mid the realms of light, 
" Receive, from thee, his sun-aspiring flight? 

• 

" Will Nature tremble at thy uprais'd arm, 
Or can, thy voice, the raging storm disarm ? 
If not be still. Know thou thy time and place — 

" Before me, seraphs hide their downcast face 
With veiling wing, and patiently await 
The sovereignty that holds their changeless state. 



<< 
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JUrtw to tfje j&tlotiie*. 



NOTE (a)— Page 46, Line 4. 

Nothing is more frequently mentioned in the writings of the 
Jews, than the Shekinah, by which they understood the presence 
of the Holy Spirit. In the Targums, or Chaldee paraphrases, we 
find the name, Jehovah, or God$ Memar, or the Word; and 
Shekinah, or the Holy Ghost. — See Basnagb, Hist, of the Jews, 
lib. vi. cap. 6. art. 19. 

The Shekinah was the most sensible token of the presence of 
God among the Hebrews : it rested on the propitiatory, or 
over the golden cherubim, which adhered to the propitiatory, 
the covering of the ark. Here it abode in a cloud ; from hence 
God gave his oracles, vocally, when consulted by the high priest on 
account of the people. The Rabbins assert that the Shekinah first 
resided in the tabernacle prepared by Moses, in the wilderness, into 
which it descended on the day of its consecration, in the figure of 
a cloud. It passed from thence into the sanctuary of Solomon's 
temple, on the day of its dedication ; where it continued till the 
destruction of Jerusalem, and the temple by the Chaldees, and 
was not afterwards seen there. — Vide Calmet, Art. Shekinah. 
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The Shekinah appeared at the baptism of Jesus, and at his 
transfiguration : by Peter it is called the excellent glory, (2d Epist. it 
10); by the Evangelist it is described as a bright cloud, a radiance, 
a glory, a mild effulgence. In 2 Cor. ill. 18, it is alluded to as 
distributed to believers ; manifested by the descent of " cloven 
tongues Ithe at ofjire," which rested on each of the hundred and 
twenty.— -Idem. 



NOTE (b)— Page 48, Line 4. 

" And as they spake, Jesus himself stood in the midst of them; 
but they were terrified, supposing they saw a spirit. And he said, 
Why are ye troubled ? Behold ! it is I, myself; handle me and see, 
for a spirit hath not flesh and bones as ye see me have. And he 
said, Have ye any meat ? And they gave him a piece of a broiled 
fish, and a piece of a honey-comb. And he took it, and did eat 
before theW' — Luke xxiv. 36 — 43. 



NOTE (c)— Page 50, Line 15. 

" God declared unto Moses his holy name, which it is not lawful 
for me to utter," says Josephus. This superstitious fear of discover- 
ing the name with four letters, usually pronounced Jehovah, but 
originally Jahoh, or Jaoh, was common to all the Rabbinical Jews. 



NOTE (d)— Page 53, line 16. 
Vide Labours of the Scotch Missionaries in the Crimea* 
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NOTE (e) — Page 55, line 11. 
Hollm mentions this cruel mode of Asiatic punishment. 



NOTE (f )— Page 56, line 8. 

" And the Lord opened the eyes of the young man ; and he saw : 
and, behold, the mountain was full of horses and chariots of fire, 
round about Elisha." — 2 Kings tL 17. 



NOTE (g)— Page 72, line 7. 

Her destruction, says the French historian (before quoted,) 
speaking of Tyre, and referring to 1 Maccab. i. 1, will come from 
Chittim, that is, Macedonia. 



NOTE (h)— Page 72, line 9. 

" Decorated with the splendid title of the son of Jupiter, Alex- 
ander fancied himself a god, and returned from his journey in 
triumph."— Rollin . 



NOTE fi)— Page 72, line 13. 



it 



The Tynans, during the seige by Alexander, made use of brazen 
shields, which they drew, red-hot, out of the fire ; and filling them 
with burning sand, hurled them suddenly upon the enemy. There 
was nothing the Macedonians so much dreaded as this desperate 
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Invention ; the burning sand got to their flesh, through the inter- 
stices of their armour, and pierced to their very bones : it rendered 
them furious — throwing down their arms, they tore the clothes from 
their bodies, and, thereby, exposed themselves, defenceless, to the 
Tyrjans."— Idem. 



NOTE (j)— Page 73, Line 4. 

"After the pillage of Tyre, when the Macedonians were literally 
sated with slaughter, there yet remained two thousand men ; these 
Alexander caused to be affixed to crosses along the sea-shore. 1 * — Idem. 



NOTE— (k) Page 73, line 10. 



«« 



During the seige, the Tyrians, fancying that a braien colossal 
statue of Apollo, which stood in their city, and to which they paid 
divine honours, had a secret design to decamp and join their enemies, 
caused it to be fastened, by a gold chain, to the altar of Hercules, 
their tutelar god." — Idem. 



NOTE (1)— Page 73, Line 16. 

" Howl! ye ships of Tarsbish, for your strength is laid waste." — 
Isa. xxiii. 14. 



$oem*. 



LIGHT. 



u And God raid, Let there be light ! and there was light— and the evening and 
the morning were the first day. And God said, Let there be lights in the fir- 
mament of Heaven, the greater light to rale the day, and the lesser light to 
rale the night; he made the stars also: — and the evening and the morning 
were the fourth day.*' Gen. i. 



The azure firmament, above my head, 

Shines bright and clear, with glorious light o'erspread. 

The sun, is there, to gild my sylvan bow'r, 

And moon, nocturnal, with reflective pow'r; 

And star and planet, each in course decline ; 

But God's own Light these creature orbs outshine — 

As precious jasper, and as crystal clear; 

A Light immaculate! no cloud was there. 
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The sun looks bright, in yon high arch display 'd- 

But ask of Science, if nor spot nor shade 

His glory dim ? his glowing mass defile? 

And Science tells, (with lifted eye the while, 

Piercing the atmospheric space between, 

By art assisted), of nucleus seen, . 

For months successive. Excavations vast, 

Unfathomable ; and which far surpass 

Man's comprehension. Finite, bound to earth 

By Adam's fall — The charter of his birth 

Is gone; and God is view'd but dim, 

Thro* the vast works which lead the soul to him. 



JACOB'S PROPHECY. 



6«nesi» xlix. 



Death's dewy fingers press'd his brow, 
Aa half withdrawn from Earth's controuI y 

In shadows vast, and thoughts that flow 
And rise unbidden, o'er the soul, 

Israel his prophecy began — 

And thus the old man's vision rail. 
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Reuben unstable water is — 

In him nought excellent can dwell. 

Simeon's and Levi's cruelties 
Oppress my view with phantoms fell; 

As anger fierce, and wrath, divide 

The rebel tribes from Judah's side. 



But Judah is a lion's whelp 
Uprising from his secret lair, 

Who, as a lion strong, shall help, 
Or as a wrathful lion tear. 

This vision, like a beam of light, 

Comes o'er my soul in glory bright. 



I see his brethren bring him pgaise; v 
I see his yoke die nations bear; •••-»•' 

I see his hand the sceptre raise, 
And laws to all the tribes declare; 

'Till Shiloh come, in vesture red . 

From Bozrah, and. the wine-press tread: 

g2 
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Then shall the desart lift her voice, 
The palm branch bend to kiss the breeze, 

The wilderness, in song# rejoice, 
And lovely garlands deck her trees ; 

Her glory bright as Lebanon, 

When blazing 'neath a mid-day sun. 



Then feeble knees shall sturdy grow, 
And fearful hearts in faith be strong, 

On sightless eyeballs light shall flow, 
And tongues, once mute, burst forth in song: 

The lame man bound, on limbs restored; 

The deaf man hear and bless the Lord ! 



Where scorching heats parch up the plain, 
And weary wand'rers faint and die, 

The limpid spring shall gush again, 
And dew upon the herbage lie. 

No fiery dragon make his lair, 

Or ever to those haunts repair. 



/ 
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As sweet this vision to my sight, 

As genial to my parting soul, 
As dewy Eve's retiring light, 

Beneath the dog-star's fierce controul: 
But Life's last flick'ring beam decays, 
And gathering thoughts obscure its rays. 



Fair Zabulon, beside the sea, 
Where gallant vessels safely ride, 

Shall spread his sails in commerce free, 
And o'er the tideless ocean glide ; 

No dashing surge, nor billows roar, 

May chorus round his peaceful shore. 



But Issachar— thy doom to trace, 
Benumbs my small remaining pow'r, 

Unworthy offspring of my race! 
How shall I Jell thy coming hour? 

In pleasant lands contented thou, 

Though iron bondage gird thy brow. 
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In vain! shall future boasters say, ' 
" From Abram we our freedom hold. 

Hence! hated phantom! hence! away! 
Ere yet my ebbing life grows cold* 

Ah! — onward in the roll of years, 

Another spectre still appears. 



Dan is a serpent in the way; 

An adder fierce whom none may trust; 
Who makes the flying steed his prey, 

And hurls the rider in the dust: 
But yet — and glorious is the word — 
My soul shall see Salvation's Lord! 



Gad yields at first, and fearful flies 
Before the thronging warrior bands, 

But, stronger grown, his triumphs rise ; 
Unnumber'd vict r ries fill his hands. 

His marshall'd hosts, in bright array, 

Their conqu'ring spoilers turn to prey. 
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For Asher royal dainties spread. 

And fields pf waving corn extend; 
The clustering vine-branch binds his head, 

And o'er his feet the rich sheaves bend. 
Till length of years and hoary age, 
Shall sweetly close his mortal page. 



A hind let loose is Naphtali, 

With flocks in fold and steer in stall, 
On Jordan's banks to wander free ; 

He giveth goodly words to all : 
Soft as the snow his thoughts descend; 
And charmed nations listening bend. 



Now .waving, o'er my dying dream, 

Like Alpine shrub on mountain's brow, 

I see a branch, beside a stream 
Where, living waters, gently flow : 

In vain! the archer draws his string — 

For Joseph's God is Israel's king. 
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Benoni as a wolf shall stray, 
And in the forest pant and toil; 

With morning couch before the prey; 
At eventide divide the spoil, — 

But while I speak the vision flies — 

The woof is done — and Israel dies. 



THE BROKEN LAW. 



" And it came to pass, as soon as he came nigh mnto the camp, that 
he saw the calf, and the dancing; and Motes' anger waxed hot, and he 
cast the tables oat of his hands, and brake them beneath the monnt.*'— 
Exodus xxxii. 19. 



No mortal eye could live and see 
The glories of Infinity — 
When Moses pierc'd the veiling cloud, 
Where uncreated wonders shroud, 
He found, on Sinai's mountain set, 
A flame, alone, his vision met ; 
So glorious, so supremely bright! 
The prophet shone in dazzling light, 
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As from the mountain's burning steep, 
He brought the law for man to keep; 
But, ere he reach'd the mountain's base, 
The law was broke, — the stiff-neck'd race 
Had sinn'd against its sacred, pure command, 
And bow'd before a calf in Horeb's land. 



THE TRESPASS. 



" The children of Israel committed a trespass in the accursed thing, 
wherefore the name of that place is called the valley of Achor.*' 

Joshua viii. 



Some trespass in the camp is found; 
The Lord disdains polluted ground: 
Nor can his holy presence come, 
Where Sin, encourag'd, finds a home. 
Yet who shall mount his heav'nly hill ? 
His secret thought, who shall reveal? 
Or who find out the crime profound, 
Where never-ending crimes abound? 
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Let Interceding Love prevail, 

A way to make in Achor's vale, 

As* pointing to his, pierced side, 

His wounded hands extending wide, 
The Saviour says, "Father! I will that thou renew 
" Thy peace with these, whose sins are here and 
pardon too !" 



THE VOW. 



*• When thou yoweit a tow onto God, defer not to pay it ; for he hat* 
no pleasure in fools.*' — Eccles. v. 4. 



Let him who vows before the Lord, 

Tho' tongue be dumb and mute the word, 

As sacred hold the promise giv'n, 

As if the vivid lightning, driv'n 

Thro' Heav'n's vast arch, in liquid flame, 

The willing sacrifice proclaim ; 

And awe-struck nations, stood to gaze 

And register the votive praise : 



. i_> j 
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For thoughts are known, in pow'r as strong 
As tho' the thunder burst along 
Thro' golden portals, to resign 
The secret vow, the mute design 
To Harpers, harping, long and loud, 
Before Adonai's glory cloud. 



BABYLON. 



" I will make it (Babylon) a possession for the bittern, and pools of 
water : and I will sweep it with the besom of destruction, saith the Lord 
of hosts."— Isa. xiv. 33. 



Those stately walls, where once Belshazzar's pride, 
In impious folly " Israel's fear" defied, . 
Destruction's besom swept from Shinar's plain; 
Unhing'd the brazen gate, and sunk the fane : 
Thro' her fam'd halls, awhile, the lion prowl'd; 
The skulking panther rang'd, the fierce wolf howl'd; 
The bittern boom'd ; wild owls and vultures fled ; 
And lurking in her lair, the serpent bred. 
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Thus sunk the Queen of Nations! Her abode 

Became, at last, a refuge'for the toad. 

Cast out of Heaven! her mighty citadel 

Is gone ; and not a column left to tell 

Where once she stood! Euphrates' thwarted stream 

Is now a stagnant pool — The rest a dream. 



To I. H. R. M. 

Minstrel ! let your fingers stray 

O'er your wild harp's mystic note, 
And some holy cadence play, 

Suited to my rising thought. 
Soaring upward, I would stretch 

Far beyond Olympian height ; 
Renovated hope to catch 

From the realms of living light : 
Where the God of glory shines 

From Omega's beaming brow ; — 
Where no day in night declines, 

Clouds appear or rough winds blow 
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Where, sweet Minstrel ! harpers play 
Strains the Holy Ones* approve; 

And, in one continued lay, 

Ceaseless chaunt redeeming love. 



FILL THE CUP. 



" He brought me to the banqueting house, and bis banner over me 

waa love." — Song ii. 4. 



Fill the cup ! and fill it high ! 

High as mighty love can soar ! 
Mantling upward to the sky ; 

Flowing round to ev'ry shore. 
Sparkling drops of ruddy wine, 

Raise the soul and cheer the heart; 
From my lov'd Egyptian vine, 

I would never! never part. 

* "Aleim Kedshim: that is, the A Mm, the Holy Ones." 

Joth.xxiv. 19. 
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When the silver-footed dame 

QuaflPd from Jove's imperial bowl. 
O'er her fainting senses, came 

Pow'rs renew'd of frame and soul: 
Thus, when I have sipp'd life's stream, 

Strength succeeds to drooping thought ; 
Not Olympus' regal dream, 

Could produce so rich a draught. 



A CHRISTMAS CAROL. 



" If what is affirmed of Christ, in Sacred Writ, be duly considered, 
we shall find the holy Penman represents him as God, by a .personal 
subsistence in the divine nature, and as man by a begotten and assumed 
humanity. This glorious complex Person is. called Infmanuel, or God 
with as ; — this name seems designed to express his whole person : and 
when it is considered, that ' none is Al bnt Jehovah,' and that' Christ is 
Al with as, it most follow, that Christ is Jehovah. The Hebrew Al, is 
translated God, and is the last syllable in Immannei: in Hebrew Omnn- 
Al,—Al, God ; otn, with ; nu, us. Matt. i. 23."— St^vins's Display of 
the Triune God, 4c. 



How beautiful from mountain steep, 
The prophet's trumpet sounded, 

In cadence long and loud and deep, 
As Zion's hills resounded ; 
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Prepare your chaplets to adorn 

The princely son of heaven ; 
Who, unto you, "a child is born," 

A wondrou* infant given ! 
The Mighty God, in human form, 

Appears amid creation, 
To snatch a thing of dust — a worm — 

From sin's wide desolation. 
The government on him shall rest, 

As " Everlasting Father ;" 
As " Prince of Peace," whose holy breast 

Shall bleed as Israel's Saviour. 
This rod has grown from Jesse's stem ; 

From David's branch this scion ; • 
And, lowly born at Bethlehem, 

Will die despis'd at Zion. 
But blow the trumpet! loudly blow! • 

Let all the earth assemble ! 
Bid Gentiles to his rising flow, 

And kings obey or tremble. 
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ELI ! ELAH !* 



Air—" Where shall the Lover restf" 



Where is the foeman's friend? 

High on yon mountain— 
Thither your footsteps bend ; 

Clear flows the fountain; 
His breast is open'd wide, 

Free to receive you \ 
And in his hands and side 

Balm to relieve you. 
Eli, Elah! Eli, Elah! 

Balm to relieve you. 

Such a pure stream of love, 

Such a rich treasure, 
Seems to the blest above, 

Source of sweet pleasure. 

* Eli, the offering or lifting up. Elah, the curse. 
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Man only, blindly runs 

Wildly in error ; 
Warn'd, yet he scarcely shuns 

Death's stinging terror. 
EK, Elah! EH, Elah! 

Death's stinging terror. 
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A QUERY TO COMMON SENSE. 

QUERY. 

In the world there's tribulation, 
Pleasant hours speed soon away; 

Bursts of joy have short duration : 
Sorrow lasts throughout the day. 

Whence arises this affliction? 

Why, was man, a mourner, made? 

REPLICATION. 

God laid on him one restriction, 
Which he boldly disobeyed. 

H 
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INFERENCE. 



Hence arise the many evils, 
Which nor rich nor poor can flee ; 

All in vain ! the sophist cavils, : 
Not exempt from misery. 



CONSOLATION. 

Yet the gracious, wise Physician 
Sends his balm, alike, to all; 

Nor rejects one man's petition, . 
Who, on scripture ground will call. 



PARELLELOGRAM. 

Show me, sirs, the king or nation, 
(Since the sun, a being had, 

In the system of creation,) 
Who a living law has made ; 
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Saying, subjects ! here's a measure 

Suited to your actual state ; 
You obey it, and a treasure 

Shall on your compliance wait. 
But, suppose the law rejected 

Or observed in other form. 
Think you, in offence detected, 

They would 'scape its vengeful storm? 



APOSTROPHE TO ENGLAND. 

March, 182 1. 

* • 

England! favour'd land of Goshen! 

Whose right arm has roll'd away ' 
War's red rage and rude commotion? — , 

Israel's God! who rules the $ay. 
Think on Sidon, Tyre and Carthage; 

Cities, once in commerce free — 
Hist'ry now devotes a dark page, --'. > 

Just to say, " they've ceas'd to be." 
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Vainly! from the guarded tower, 

Warders mark the city's gate; 
Else from whence the gathering power, 

Titus drew on Salem's state? 
Twas not his, the vengeful thunder, 

Hurl'd upon her impious pride; 
She was doorrid to be a wonder, 

And her nation scattered wide. 
That decree was fix'd and certain 

As the rising beam of light; 
Or the black and star-gemm'd curtain, 

Drawn across the realms of Night. 
Men and Brethren! list the warning! — 

Darkly low'rs each coming day ; 
Think of those who, madly scorning, 

In the deluge sunk away. 
Turn! oh! turn from sin's disorder, 

Bringing vengeance, fierce and strong: 
He whose attribute is order, 

Comes, tho' he may tarry long. 
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REFLECTIONS 

OYER 

MONTGOMERY'S GRAVE. 



M The sun is but a spark of fire, 
A transient meteor in the sky; 
The soul immortal as its sirs 

Shall niter vi*."— Montgomery. 



There is no calm, for him who weeps, 

Within the limits of the tomb; 
The boundless spirit never sleeps 

In silent gloom. 



The body, from the raging storm, 

That sweeps along the wintry sky, 
May yield its cold and lifeless form, 

Enshrined to lie; 
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But, at the destined, parting hour, 
As steel veers, ever, to the pole, 
So, yielding to attractive pow'r, 

Up flies the Soul. 



I love to feel the summer's sigh, 

Fresh wafted o'er the dew-fraught rose, 
When Evening, in the purple sky, 

Her eyes doth close : 



And love to lay my aching head, 

Where all is silent calm repose; 
But not among the dreamless dead 

The Graves enclose. 



I've found but one safe place of rest, 

While wand'ring thro* this vale of tears ; 
And on my Saviour's bleeding breast, 

That place appears. 
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Happy! the man, who finds his name 

Indelible, upon a page 
Whose characters, remain the same, 

In every age. 



One wand'ring sheep, cannot be lost, 

For whom Immanuel came to bleed; 
Else, vain! the high uplifted cross 

And sinner's creed. 



More dear! to me 9 the peasant's lot, 

If such had been God's wise decree, 
His bright shechtnah o'er my cot, 

Than sovereignty ! 



But he has wilTd that I should stray, 

Along Life's path, thro' rosy bowers ; 
Himself companion of a way, 

AH strew'd with flowers. 
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No slighted love, no wild despair, 

With clouds my early morning drest 
In him, whose honour'd name I bear, 
My wishes rest. 



But, had I felt the madd'ning rage 

That scorches with its fierce controul, 
I think the Bible's holy page, 

Had sooth'd my soul. 



Has Mis'ry stol'n thee? There's no stroke 

Of Fate, but has its destin'd bound — 
Old Ocean feels the mighty yoke, 

And flies the ground. 



When Mercy holds the chast'ning rod, 
Her strokes that very mercy prove; 
And teach us that our Father God 

Corrects in love. 
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In Earth's wide lap, this lifeless clay 

Consign'd, shall moulder into dust, 

■ 

Which stormy winds may waft away, 

But 'tis in trust; 



For, when the gathering day shall come, 

This very flesh which now I wear, 
Shall, springing from its guarding tomb, 

My Spirit bear. 



No new creation shall arise, 

Yet we, with bodies like his own,. 
That now, in Glory, sways the skies, 

Around his throne, 



Shall hail! the resurrection morn; 

And then, in open vision, see 
No crimson robe! no crowning thorn! 

But Sov'rbionty. 
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Your Grave, Montgomery, reasons well, 

But her advice is too obscure — 
Tis not enough a bane to tell, 

Without its cure ; 



Nor that a med'cine may be found, 

Whose pow'r the fiercest pangs can) calm ; 
Unless you show the sacred ground, 

Where grows this balm. 



Is there a mourner seeking grace, 

Beneath affliction's chast'ning rod? , 
Go, sufTrer! lay thy painful case 

Before thy God. 



In him, though way-worn, thou may'st rest 

As calmly, in this vale of tears, 
Though tempest+tost, and rudely press'd 

With bitter fears, 
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As sunbeams on a summer's sea, 

When south-winds gently sink to sleep, 
And all around, their jubilee, 

The billows keep. 



But, then! thou must, as useless dross, 

Cast all aspiring thoughts away; 
And look to the vicarious cross. 

For endless day. 



For God will not resign his praise, 

To one of perishable mould, 
Nor let the glory of his ways, 

For nought, be sold. 



Do foul misdeeds thy conscience tear, , 

And like a vulture gnaw thy heart? 
Go ! Search the Book, in faith, with fear, 

It may impart 
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That all thy sins were number'd o'er, 

And cariceiTd, when thy Saviour rose- 
Weep tears of love, but sin no more — 

In Him repose 



As in a Friend, who is the same. 

And, ever near, in time of need: 
And, would you chaunt his lovely name, 

TisGoD indeed! 



Where are the charms in Woman's love, 

Though all her earthly thoughts he thine, 
Meet to compare with that, we prove 

In love divine ? 



This is no false, bewildering fire ; 
It comes, with a seraphic rush, 
And satisfies the heart's desire, 

Without a blush ! 
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All those, engross'd by sensual love, 
This mystic feeling cannot know; 
It buds on earth — But, oh ! above ! 

Above ! 'twill blow 



And burst to life — a gorgeous flow'r, 

(With fibres rooted in the heart), 
Once fix'd in Eden's regal bow'r, 

Will ne'er depart. 



Then, whatsoever lot be thine, 

Seek out thy name — if writ to live — 
Engrafted on the noblest vine 

Thy God could give. 



Thy first of fruits, Oh! yawning grave! 

The Angel of the promis'd word! 
The Man! yet God! endow' d to save! 
The Holt Lord ! 
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Oh! had I Gabriel's notes of praise; 

The spreading earth — The rolling flood- 
Should echo, with immortal lays — 

Redeemed with blood. 



FINIS. 



it 



/d 



LONDON: 

R. CLAY, PRINTER, DEVONSHIRE STREET, BISHOFSGATE. 



The following are among the 

MUSICAL .COMPOSITIONS 

OF 

I. H. R. MOTT, 

Published by him. 

At No. 92, Pall Mall, London. 



A PLEASING REPOSITORY of AIRS, exceedingly easy, for very 
Juvenile Performers, chiefly selected from popular tunbs. 3*. 

THE PAVILION RONDO, an interesting lesson for young players. 

A SONATA, in a very familiar style, with an Accompaniment, ad 
libitum, for a Flute or Violin, Dedicated to Louis XVIII. 2*. 6d. 

m 

TURKISH WALTZES and DANCES, with the expression marked, 
Dedicated to the Countess of St. Antonio. 3*. 6d. 

A POLACCA, an interesting piece for the improvement of the Pupil, 
Dedicated to Miss Mendoza Rios. 2s, 6d. ' 

LA SOIREE, on le salon de Madame Durand, Introduction et Air 
avec Variations, poor le Piano Forte, composes a Paris. 2*. 6rf. 

TWO SONATAS, with an Accompaniment for a Flnte or Violin, ad 
libitum, Dedicated to the Countess of St. Antonio. Is. 6d. 

THE LILY of GRENOBLE, an expressive and much admired 
Rondo, Dedicated to Miss Bayard, is. 

THE EMERALD ISLE, a Grand March, Waltz with Variations and 
Rondo, an admired and improving lesson for the Piano-Forte or Pedal 
Harp. 4f. 

IL MOMENTO FORTUNATO, an expressive Air with variations. 5s. 

LES DEUX ROSES, Valce avec variations pour le Piano-Forte. 3s. 

A GRAND CONCERTO, for the Piano-Forte, with Accompani- 
ments; written for the private Band of His pbksbmt Majesty. l%s.6d. 

A PALACE RONDO, in the style of the Waltzing Music played at 
the Pavilion. 2s. 6d. 



Jftsscfll Compositions by I.H.R. Mott. 

ADVICE and INSTRUCTION for PLATING the PIANO-PORTE 
with expbbssiom and bbilliamt kxbcotiom : containing numerous 
examples and interesting pieces, fingered for practice, and accompanied 
by careful directions for performing them, with delicacy and feeling; 
together with much useful information on the nature and principles of 
Music Dedicated, by permission, to the Right Honourable Lord Nugent, 
M. P. for Aylesbury. 25*. 



8ACRED SONGS. 



Pill the Cup! and fill it high! 
Head of the Church Triumphant. 
His Days were done, his Rattle 

won. 
How beautiful! from Mountain 

steep. 



How sleep the saved, who sink to 

restf 
In a Vision I saw a new (Sty come 

down. 
Minstrel! let your Fingers stray. 
Where is the Foe-man's Friend; 



SONGS. 

"Fabbwbll! dbar Glknowen." — Dedicated to Lady Geary. 
ls.td. 

" Ply! ye moments I"— Inscribed to Mrs. Razett Doveton. Is. 6d. 

" Gborgx thb IT.*'— A National Anthem and Chorus, written to Com- 
memorate the Coronation of His Most Gracious Majesty; originally 
composed for his admirable Private Rand, in conjunction with a Double 
Choir, and now arranged for a Voice and the Piano-Porte. 7s, 6d. 

" I've Kiss'd the Cheek of rosy hue/' 

" I thought I had lost you for ever/'— The style very expressive ; the 
words written by Mrs. Mott, and inscribed to the Misses Kemp, of 
Brighton. 3s. 

"Once to gain a lovely Flower." — Dedicated to Mrs. StroehHng. 
3*. to. 

" Oh ! Sweet Maid of England."— Style expressive. 2*. 6o\ 

" Since Hymen has woven that Crown of Sweet Flowers."— Dedicated 
to Mrs. R. R. Pigou. 2*. 

" Sweet Mary that lives on the braes o' the Don."— Style truly Scottish, 
to. 64. 

" When I gaze on that beautiful face."— Style expressive. SJ. 

" When I glance at the thonght that another."— Style plaintive. 2*. 
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